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been gkd enough of his company and of the work to occupy my
time. He insisted, however, upon giving me a ten-dollar gold
piece for a souvenir, and I have always kept it as a memento of my
only gold-mining experience. Before we left Kougarock, my Irish
friend went down to Nome for the winter. He got into a quarrel
there in a gambling-house and was stabbed to death.
On our way out in the autumn, we were treated to a rare and really
pathetic spectacle of nature. The trail to Nome at one point passed
through a lake country, the lakes being connected to the sea by
a stream system coming out at Teller. These lakes were a breeding-
ground for salmon. Salmon after spawning commit suicide by
starvation, during which period their flesh becomes soft and wormy
and unfit for food.
Just before we reached these lakes there had been a sudden freeze-
up, and tens of thousands of aged dying salmon had been caught
in the ice, their bodies half in and half out. Sometimes their heads
were out in the air, sometimes their tails, but the lakes were yellow
with their frozen bodies, acres and acres of them. For them it was
journey's end, as their fry, under the ice, were even then making
their way to the sea to start another of their age-old mystic cycles
of life.
Two or three times that summer I went down to Teller myself
—the same Teller where Amundsen, Nobile, and I landed with the
Norge in 1926, after flying from Norway across the North Pole.
I stood on the beach there looking out into the Bering Sea. Just
around the corner of Cape Prince of Wales was the unknown Arctic
Ocean. I was on the rim of one of those white spaces on the map
which had fascinated me as a child, to look into which I had
petitioned Congress for a balloon.
Perhaps those memories did not come to me then, but I did
wonder how men could live year after year in Teller, staring out
across grey tumbling water in summer and in winter over a limit-
less white field of pack-ice, and never once have any curiosity about
what lay in those distances. For the Arctic then was really the un-
known. Even Peary had not yet stood on a polar headland and seen
the mirage to the north-west that gave rise to the myth of Crocker
Land—a myth I was to help dispel.
Thus, during those centuries of human sleep called the Middle

